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The Man in the Gun Pit I
HE WAS standing stoop-shoulc.«

beside a rust-colored gun jac
as heavy and unwieldy as him;

and even then I hud a dim realization t

the resemblance between them extende(
much to the inner life as to the outer

pearance. A series of vivid pi<t«J
strengthened the abiding sense of one

lived in common by Man and the Mate

upon which he worked.
The Ant came to me when I saw

jacket, no longer inert, emerge from
furnace. Sfowly it swung out, suspens

by the crab, which creaked and groai
its recognition of the weight it bore, li

though not slowing, it moved across fl
furnace to pit, pulsating with the life tl
even a temperate heat can infuse. As

descended, encircling gradually the im

tube around which it was to be built,
stood leaning over the edge with one ha

raised to guide the crane driver, and 1

.«.ame vitality that heat had given to t

jacket scorned to smoulder in him. W

a shout he warned the man that the n

ment had come; the crab was loosened, a

swung rapidly aloft, creaking victoriou:

at the release of its burden.
And, again, the underlying likeness w

strengthened in my mind when I saw h

at the dipping of the Howitzer packets
those stubborn iron pigs, who kicked a

grunted, jerking themselves on their sid<

lurching forward on to their noses,

backward on to their stems, and all in

vain attempt to avoid the inevitable er

In front of the furnace, shielding th<

I boat they might, stood six vnt

With iron hooks they pushed and proddc
until with a last little rush of yielding th

drew the reluctant jackets completely o

of the throbbing glare in which they la

Once out, and the furnace door shut, it w

an easy matter to run an iron bar throug
attach the loops from the crab, and awfl
each pig helpless through the air until
descended in one last spurt of flame in

the oil pit. As he watched and directe
the answering stubborn glare in his ey

spoke the nature of the man and the m
terial. It was only dimmed by the fin

conquest of the oil bath, and he came i

tc me at last, all stubbornness replaced 1

the quiet triumph of the conqueror.

HE SEEMED the personification of tl

pit itself, that building oddly name
which towers even higher into the sky the

it sinks below the surface of the ground.
At first sight the impression was that <

space, vast, abounding space, and it w<

only by degrees that there came to me tr

reco«jrnition of a group ot furnaces in or

corner; a crane, with ladders and stag«,
ascending to the roof, in another; a coup
of oil pits, and in the centre the great p
itself, from which the whole is named.

It seemed a mere outer show of th¡
which lay within his mind, with its hu<
died group of experiences: the week-end c

the Continent which had whetted his à]
petite for travel; the day in Oxford froi

which he had returned satiated by beaut;
his arms as full of flowers as they coul
hold ; and behind it all, like the grit on th

ground, and the oil on the stagings, th
rougher, cruder experiences of boyhoo
and youth; hardship, suffering, struggl«
wrongdoing, followed by the wider repen
anee that brings content with what Tie

1 eau, s irre thus, and only thus, could res

knowlf-
outstanding impression of tr

man was as that of the shop.space. H

knowledge of men and of guns had taugl
him that o^e is not as another, and thl
what far this man may be wrcr.

for that, just as the treatment meted oi

to one «gun may differ in vital details froi
that suited to another.

It was no won 1er that on the one han
he held no bounden creed himself; M

that on the other, after one week's tris
and two samples of steel sent op
should have wired to the Sheffield expert
"Come bade, and leave it to Him."

I HAVE gone up to the top with him. an

seen him har.g suspended in mid-ai
on a slender iron rod, laughing up at m
like glories in his Btrei fi h ;

have gone down to the depths with bin

"The Curse of Quor
Qwon" (Mandarin)

THIS is a multiple reel and the firs
production of the Mandarin Filr

¦pany, the only Chinese film manufact
unr.g company In this country. It deal

oía Chinese god that fol
his people because of the influence o

srn civilisation. Tl art i
g the intrigue

nese who arc in this country 11
behalf of the Chinese monarchical govern
mer.*. | who are working for th<

Ittttooistl in favorof a Chinese republic
A luve story begins here, and \s carriec

the production. Th;
| art of the fila is made in China an<!

careiu.ly portrays actual Chinese customs
t..From The Dramatic Mirror
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and seen the darkness surrounded by
leas sections of iron, 6tudded with
and nuts, above >»hich was the op<
which led to air and light; and down
in the half-light I saw the hole leadii
unknown regions of mystery and gloo
which the gas furnace lived; and
leaned down close to the foul slurr
look in he told me of the man over.

by the fumes while mending a leakage
how the others had dragged him out

laid him in that same slurry, into whit
rapidly began to sink, and how it was
for Him to realize that at whatever
this other man must reach the air at
There beside me was the spiral stair

up which he had staggered, round
round and round, with that weight 01

shoulder, till air and life were reachc
And always what I have seen is r

than a place or a man; it is the spirit
the life of both living in the one as n

as in the other.

YET once again came a time of ac

and revelation. It was the tim
the gun dipping, and the stillness of c

pleted preparation had come upon
place. The shadowy sense of foreboc
It-fore the coming event added to the n

tery and gloom already conveyed by
half-light glittering through the slit wi

A man here and there slouched against
dormant tubes, or sauntered aimlessl
waiting.
During this time he, too, stood about

sauntered until the time should be r

Not a man looked toward the one spot
life which formed the centre and c

sciousness of the group, but each ,

aware of it as a part of himself.
The great furnace which had hithl

been but one of a group of furnaces 1

sprung into prominence; bursts of fia

gushed from it in intermittent puffs, i

it -»cerned surcharged with a life whicr
(ould not much longer contain. In th
wanderings the men, though with appar
unconcern, made it the centre of their orl
At last he made his decision, gave

shout, and they all sprang into life and
tion. The crane driver lowered the cr

until, with slow groanings, it almost r

red into the furnace. The atta

ment depending from it settled itself fir
ly about the collar of the tube within
furnace, and the moment had come.

A group of men vigorously wound
winch and the doors began slowly to op
The glare and throbbing heat threw
else into an even greater shade, and 1

great building became still more like
cavern in the dim recesses of which soi

secret rite was taking place.

AND now into the circle of light thro-
from those doors he comes, his ej

shielded by an arm and the whole of 1

body curved with intensity as he examir
the work of his hands. Airain a shout, a

this time the great tube .-lowly leaves

glowing den and swings out alone into t

darkness.
At once its fiery surface is flaked he

and there with black scale, as the cold i

takes effect on its heat, but the pulsátil
life of the whole is untouched. It han
for a moment quivering above the oil p
and then gradually begins the descent.
With the first touch of the oil there is

cloud of steam and hissing, which increas
in volume till the fumes burst into flair
fend the final disappearance of the tube
in a blaze of light. And now the only tra

of its existence is in the sullen boiling
the oil.

This, the consummation in the life of tl
tun pit, reached also a summit in the rev

lation of the man, its genius. In him w:

the same intensity of glow, touched b'

unextingui.shed by the incrustations of tl
( atei air. No more than the gun itse
would he go down without the last bur

of flame, nor leave a surface untroublc
by sullen boiling. That atmosphere

I gloom and steam, mingled with the all-pe
I \ading smell of oil, held a sense of hiddt
things uncovered; behind me, a long tin
after I had gained, the light and sunshit
of the outer world, I could hear the res

rant groaning of the crab..H. F. R.,
I 11 Athcnamnu

A Few Nuggets of Has
African Wisdom

He who pegs out the skin of an animi
draws it toward himself. (Every man fc
himself.)

. * .

Where the ox falls there it is slaugr
jtered. (If you differ with a person, fi.gri
it out on the rpot.i

. . .

! A man in need is an ax; he tires not.
. a« *

The first wife is not abandoned.
. * .

Thine own bad thing is better than th
good thing belonging to some one else.

»« . .

If a tree leans ov/er it is certainly rot
ten, and it is unable to raise itself again

4« * .

To point 'he finger is the root of i

quarrel. (Pointing the finger at a persor
is regarded by the natives as a great in
suit.)

. . .

An old person is a rubbish heap to carrj
everything to, good and evil.

. . .

When a child of the house is taught its
duty the orphan child listens.

. » .

The child of a snake is not taught to
bite. (A child need not be taught the cus-

toms of his own people.)
. » .

A bad child is not abandoned.
. . »

A cocoanut is not planted in the house.
(Murd<r will out.)

. . .

,The word of a poor orphan is not be¬
lieved.

A Cubist Cross-Section of War

tttrntaoi From La fíaioneltc

When Ships Are Not Boards
JOSEPH CONRAD le essentially th<

man of ships. His fine feeling foi
the sea distinguishes all nil work

li a quite different sea feeling than that

displayed by Mr. Stevenson.less spectacu¬
lar and, in a sense, perhaps, less romantic;
but profounder, many have thought. When
he is writing of ships Mr. Conrad'»-
touch is deeply affectionate, yet always
sturdy. To him ships are not.as upon
the lips of Shylock they were made to ap¬
pear.but "boards," though sailors hap¬
pily remain mere men. To Conrad the
nautical scene is richly furnished with a

glow of life, which invests each ship with
a vivid, haunting personality.

In his newest book, "The Shadow Line,"
this writer registers finely and with bright
charm the sense of elation experienced by
a young captain newly placed in command
of a vessel. He was young and a sailor by
instinct as well as training. And he
exulted:

"A ship! My ship! She was mine, more

absolutely mine for possession and care than
anything in the world; an object of responsi¬
bility and devotion. She was there waiting
for me, spellbound, unable to move, to live.
to get out into the world 'till I came), like
an enchanted princess. Her call had come-

to me as if from the cloud:;. I had never su»-

ppc"-d her existence. I didn't know how «he
looked, I had barely heard her name, and vet
we were ir.dissolubiy united for a certar.

portion of our future, to sink or swim to

gether!
"A sudden passion of BBXlOoi impatience

rushed through my vein«, gave me such a

sense of the intensity of existence as I have
never felt before or tince. 1 discovered how-
much of a seaman I was, in heart, in mind,

and, a« it were, physically.a man exclusive!".
«.f «fea a:,d ¡«hips; the sea the onlv world thai
¡counted, and the «hip.«, the ton of naai
of temper-in« nt, «>f courage and Bdelit]
of love."

HE STOOD on the v.harf, .'harmed. H<
feasted his eyes on the vigorou:

sum of her \irtue3:

"At first glance I saw that she was a higa
cla = s veiisel, a harmonious creature in the
lines of her fine body, in the proportioned
tallnes« of her spars. Whatever her age and
her history, she had preserved the stamp of
her origin. She was one of those craft that,
in virtue of their design and complete tini«h,
will never look old. Among her companions
moored to the hank, and nil bigg.-«.- tha
«.-If. she looked like a creators of high breed
--an Arab »teed m h tiring of cart horses.
"A voice behind me said in a r

«tal tone: 'I hope you are satisfied with her,
captain 1 did not even turn my head. It
was the master i>f the steamer, and w.'«-.

he meant, whatever he thought of her, I knew
that, like some rare women, she was one of

j »hose creatures whose mere existence i»

j enough to awaken an unselfish delight. One
feels that it is good to be in the world in
which she has her being.
"That illusion of life and character which

charms one in men's finest handiwork radi¬
ated from her. An enormous bulk of teak-
wood timber swung over her hatchway; life¬
less matter, looking heavier and bigger th-n

anything aboard of her. When th*« start«--d
lowering it the surge of the tackle sent, a

quiver through bar from «raterlins to the
trucks up the tine nerves of h«>r rift
though she had shuddered at the weight. It
»cerned cruel to load her SO.
"Half an hour later, nutting rr.y f

her deck for the firtt time, I received' th«
feeling o* deep physical satisfaction.
«ng could equal the fulne?« of that moment,
the ideal completeness of that «motion..1
experience which had come to me without tae

preliminary toil and disenchantments of ai

obscure cancer.

"My npid glance ran over her. envelope!
appr«.. a lorni concre'ing the abstrae

meat of my eoMsaaaiL A lot of detail
perceptible to ¦ leassaii .truck my eye, ole
idly in that instant. For the rest, I «aw he
dittaeagad from the material conditions o

her being. The shore to which she wai

moored was as if it did not exist. What wen

to me all the countries of the globe? In al
the part-, of the world washed by navigabl«
«raters our relation to each other would b«
the same.and more intimate than there an

words to express in the lnnguage."

A XI) when he went within the ship nev

delights rewarded him:
"The mahogany table under the skylighl

shone i:i the twilight like a dark pool o'
unter. The lidsboard, surmounted by a wid
look 'ig flssi in an ormolu frame, had n

marble top. It bore o pair of silver plated
lamps and some other pieces.obviously ;.

harbor display. The »aloon itself w-ag pan¬
elled in two kinds of wood in the excellent
simple taste prevailing when the ship wa¿

built.
"I sat down in thf armchair at the head

of the table.the captain's chair, with n

small telltale compass swung above it.a
mute reminder of unremitting vigilance.
"A succession of men had sat in that chair.

I became aware of that thought suddenly,
vividly, a« though each had left a little of

himself between the four walls of these or¬

nate bulkheads; a.s if a sort of composite
son!, the soul of command, had whispered

to mine o;' long «lays at sea and of
anxious l

" 'You, ton!' it seemed to say; 'you, too,
'hall taste of that peace and that unrest i't

ntacy w-ith your o«.vn self.
!.. a- ira «rare and as supreme in the

face of all the winds and all the seas, in an

imm°nsity that receives no impress, pre-
serves no memories and keeps no reckoning

Current War Poetry
Children of War

^TOT for a tran.-ient victory, or BOOM
I Stubborn belief that we alone ai

right ;
Not for a code or c«-.nqu«-st do we figh

But for the crowded millions still to com«

This, unborn generations, is your war,

Although it is our blood that pays th
price.

Be worthy, children, of our sacrifice,
And dare to make your lives worth fight

ing for.

We give up all we love that you may loath
Intrigue and riarkne«s; th.-.t you ma

disperse
The ranks of ugly tyrannies and, wors<

¡The sodden languor and complacer.' lot]
Do not betray us, then, but come to be

Creation's crowning splendor, nor it
slave;

Knowing our lives were spent to mak

you brave,
And that our deaths were meant to se

you free.
.Louis Untermeyer, in Collier's.

America Embattled
BRIDE of the Sea, in the light of thi

morning.
Rise from your couch at the edge of th«

world;
Poised on the rocks, the twin ocean."

adorning,
i Count the bripht stars in a standard

long furled.
Rise in the splendor of youth and ol

beauty,
Out of a slumber that bordered on

g death;
Call to your legions! See, honor and

duty
Start at the summon»«, and stir with

your breath.

Star of the West, that the Lord of Crea¬
tion

Laid like a gem on the breast of the
earth,

Lighting the way of the slave to salva¬
tion.

Rise up in majesty, land of my birth.
Tyrants are plotting your death and your

fhaming;
Liberty totters.America, wake!

Stretch out your hsnd for the sword,
fiercely flamirig;

Strike, for your own and humanity's
sake.

Lo, she has men! The visions that bound
her,

Wrapping her close in a fabric of
dreams,

Serving the minions of Mammon around
l.er,

Pade irhen the Eagle of Liberty
sareams.

Blow, all ye trumpets! Exult, O ye na¬

tions!
Freedom's high priestess is once more

arrayed
Proudly for battle. A world'.'; tribulations
Rouse her to action and whole-hearted

aid.

Hail, she is coming! Behold then her
banners!

Who shall retard her triumphant ad¬
vance?

Creet her with cymbals, with shouts »-»".«l
hosannahs;

Mingle her stars with the lilies of
France.

Hear ye those drumbra*«, insistent, com¬

pelling?
Treading the path that their forefathers

trod,
Count ye her armies, with rank« ever

swelling,
Instruments all of the justice of God.
.Beatrice Barry, in 77"* .Yc« York

Timen.

The Bell-Buoys Speak
SHIP?! More ships! (cry the buoys

a-swing
At the gates el the sea-ways1. The mes¬

sage we bring
Is borne from the east by the storming

wave,
As it tears at the hold of our anchoring

chain,
From the stormy east, from the swaying

grave
Of the dead who sleep
In their seaweed hammocks down deep,

down deep,
Till again, again,
A brave halloo in the brave daylight,
A clang as of arms in the haunted night,
The soul of the sea, and the souls of the

dead
Unrighteously sped,
Cry out to the land through our iron lips,

Shipe! More tthip*!

The smoking funnel, the tall pine-mast,
The great, the small,
The dragons of hell-fire are hunting

them all,
The steel of the fighters their lure, they

say.
But no less, no less.
The babe and it* mother their lawful prey.

Ships! iery the buoys). They drown
so fast!

And the erheat that should succor a

en ri :'.- distresa,.
Til! the deep sea groans for the bounty it

bore,
And the outraged waves shout out to the

shore
Through the blood-stained foam on our

iron lips,
-.' More fthips!

Ships! (cry the buoys). How else shall be
Outwitted the dragons that crouch in the

sea?
Row else, when the dragons are mastered

and dead,
Shall the erOTid be fed? . . .

Young land where the fields are un-,
touched by flame,

Where the river's flood
Is water, not blood,
(n\c ear as we cry in the old lands' name

For the speeding sail and the hurrying
screw.

Calling to you,
With your treasures of tree-trunks and

iron and geld
And your treasures of manhood, the Old;

World stands,
Riven ard Hasted, starved, cold,
Berefl OÍ its son?, its acres a-waste,
And reaches its hands for the help of your

hands.
Haste! cry the living, the dead, make

haste
With funnel and mast on the broad sea-1

lane! »

And again, again,
The need of the famished, the blood of the

slain,
Cry out through the clang of our iron

lips,
- More »hips!

.Mrs. ichuyVr Van Rensselaer, in T< e

S'orth A mot "'..'' Review.

Daughter of Zeus
(For J. C.)

Tuerons la lune..Martinetti

N°!* ^ We will not slay the moon,
For she is the fairest of the daughters of

Zeus,
Of the maidens of Olympos.

And though she be pale and yet more pale
(lazing upon dead men
And fierce disastrous strife,
Yet for us she u still a frail lily
Floating upon a calm pool-
Still a tall lady in austere garments
Comforting our human despair.

.Richard Aldington, in The Egoist.'

Pliny the Elder

GAIL'S PUNTOS BICUNDU8, be
ter known as Pliny the Eide
died at Naples 1,838 years ago-

August 24, 79 A. D. The son of
Roman eques, he was born at Comum i

the year 23 A. D. Before he was 12 yeai
«.Id his father took him to Rome, whei
he was educated under P. Pomponii
Secundus, poet and military commande
who inspired in him a love of philosoph
and rhetoric. His military career en

not insignificant, and he «nw service a

a commander of cavalry under t'orbul
in Lower Germany. Famous principal!
for his rather stupendous work, the Sai
uralis Historia, he was the author also o

a "History of the German Wars," i

twenty books, which, however, was soo:

superseded by writings of Tacitus an.

sank into oblivion.
It was his interest in natural phenom

ena that resulted In Pliny's «ieath. II.
was stationed at Misenum. as /n-.r/erí o

the Roman fleet, at the time of the erup
tion of Vesuvius which overwhelms«
Pompeii and Herculaneum. A desire foi
r. closer observation of the phenomenon
as well as to rescue some of his friends
led'him to cross the bay to Stabil?, «her
he perished.
HIS abounding industry and devotior

to study called forth the followins
comment from his nephew and heir. 1'iiny
the Younger, in a letter written to Macer.

twenty-.seven years after his uncle's
death :

"He began to work Ion«; before .layhrrak,
. He read nothing without making ex-

tracts; he used even to say that there was

no book so bad as ROt to conta:n some-

thing of value. In the country It was only
the time when he was actually in his bath.

i.» exempted from study. When trav-

elling, as though free from every other care,

he devoted him?elf to study alone. . . .

In --hört, he deemed all time wasted that was

not employed in study."

The only fruit of all this unwearitddustry that has survived to modern *
is the Xc'uralis Historia, whicfc
present form consists of thjrty'i *
books.a vast encyclopaedia of ***
knowledge ami belief turning upos/J?
every known subject. It compris«,Ï?
natters of importance, collected frr» L*
2,000 volumes, the works of loo a^T*cf authority, together with addit¿!?
matter, the results of his own txrmu?
and oheerval

'
'

4 S TO «Pliny's theories and oW
.r-v n0 doubt he was considered i» fatime one of the maddest of the nd
Of the infiniteness of the world he ». ,

"The world, and whatever th« \*
vvp otherwise call the heavens, W tk»*^of which all things are inclose* w **
conceive to be a Dtity, to be *Ur«ai ¿*
< ut bounds, neither created, set i.«aaT
any time, to destruction. To \r.^,n ,*
is beyond it is no concern of man,»»»
the human mind ar.y conjettIN

**

..pectine it. It tarasí, M »..»il sil in all; ::-.d*»d
thing in itaerf; futile, yet Ilka ¿5

la infinito; the tais of t\\ «k^!1
vet li'Ke what la uncertain, «...
internally, embracing «1! thinji in ,M,
it is th« ature, and itMi; »2
ttitutcs nature."
With Ptolemy, h.- believed in theiph^

'cal form of the word. "That it haa tai
form of a perfect globe," he write*.
"We learn from th«* name which kai *.

uniformly piven to it, a« well a, fro« tn>
rious natural arguments. Por r.ot only fa[a Agere of tl return ivtrywh»:« ...

itself and sustain itself, also ir.

self, i Bests, not nu
He of cither «nd or begiBBlsg Is try tl
irs part.'«. a*id il .'or tait h«^
with which, as will anoear hereai

nually turninc r« 1 r sal «as»
becau- v the evidene« t(«H
sight, te be, la everj tart, conv« ni «a.
tral. which could not la- the cut Bse|I of any other figure"

The William James of Russia
ALL similes limp more or less, but it

is pretty certain that he who has

Studied the works of both the only
road-gauged creator of a genuine Ameri-
an philosophical world system and of the
me truly remarkable thinker that Russia
has ever produced will easily find for him¬
self the reason why such a caption as

the above sprang into being. Few outside
the strictly philosophical circles and the
small group of students of Russian litera¬
ture have a correct idea of the work of
Vladimir Solovioff and his claim to being
counted among the world's philosophical
classics.
The latest edition of the Encyclopaedia

Britannica has not a3 much as a cross-ref¬
erence at the pla«-e where we had the right,
to expect a full-sized article.

Well, everything comer» to him who
waits. The man who during his lifetime
was regarded by all but a few friends and
disciples merely as a clever and, at that,
somewhat eccentric individual is now con¬

sidered by the most competent critics the
central figure in the development of mod¬
ern Russian thought.
To the small but solid group of "appre¬

ciations" which appeared since Solovioff's
death in non-Ru'sian periodicals must be
joined the irell deeenred tribute of love
and respect paid to the great Ru
thinker and brilliant writer by Mrs. J. N.
Duddington in the last number of the
"Hibbert Journal" (London), in the shape
of a brilliant essay on :h«í trend of his re¬

ligious philosophy.
Throwing the Gods Out
Of the Window.
Who was Vladimir Solovioff? The few

facts concerning his external life are

quickly told. He was the son of the fa¬
mous historian, Sergei Mikhailovieh Solo¬
vioff (1820-1879). the author of a twenty-
nine volume "History of Russia," born
January It!, 18158, at Moscow, and brought
up in his native town. In early youth he
was a great admirer of Darwin, llenan and
Ludwig Büchner, one of the heads of the
then materialistic school of Germany. One
day his parents surprised him throwing
out of his room all the holy ikon?, i. e.,
¡mages of the saints. The learned, tol¬
erant father smile.1, preferring, deep psy¬
chologist as he was, k .noclasm to indif¬
ference. His mother, who belonged to a

noble Ukrainian family, smiled, remem¬

bering one of her ancestor;-, a considerable
philoeophical sniter. She evidently be¬
lieved in atavism.

In 1874 Vladimir graduated from the
University of Moeeow with e dissertation
on "The Crisis of Philos« phy in Western
Europe." After a half year's instructor-
ship at his alma mater he travelled for a

year and a half through England, France,
Italy and Egypt, increasing his then al¬
ready enormous stock of knowledge. Socn
after his return, in 1877, he was appointed
associate professor at the University of
Petrograd.

After the assassination of Alexander
II, March 13. 1881, Solovicff, in a remark¬
able lecture, later condensed in the form of
a direct letter to Alexander III, had the
courage to ask for the pardon of the assas¬

sins of the "Czar-Liberator." This settled
his official career, and although he had
never been a great favorite with the Tehin
(bureaucracy), he and his literary activity-
were henceforth more than ever watched
by the censor and the Holy Synod, whose
chief. Pobiedonostcheff of unsavory mem¬

ory, accused- him alternately of being in
the pay of the Pope, of the Rothschilds
and the Alliance Israelite Universelle!

Attacking the
Black Hundred.

Solovioff, deeply immened in religious
matters, in order to be able to go to the
bottom of the Jewish problem, studied not

only the biblical but also the Talmudical

Hebrew, and had, in 1880, the sudrt»,
forsooth, to defend, in s pamphlet, hii
Jewish fellow citizens against the raíate-
nious attacks Hundred.
The last eight of his lift So-

llovioff lived the life of s wandering phi-
losopher, accepting the hospitality of h:s
friend.-', among them the two PrmcaTr
bct7.koi and Count Alexci Tolstoi.

Entittely devoted to his work, U car«;
¡very little for external comfort. Ow-
'work undermined his health, and July 3'.,
1900, he died on a property bekmgiiff ta
his friend and admirer, Prince Sergei Trs-
betzkoi.
The author of "The Critique of Jfatriet

Principles," "La Russie «n':'£»,« u.vtr-
selle" (written in Frei h),"Uli
Foundations of Lif« " rid "TV
tion of the Goo 1" took the keenest inter«
in the social and polit 1 life of his «.%..

.try. At the risk ^hefcejk
fot abeolate freedom conscience, ep?»
ling all forms of tyranny and prcteiSf
against the cruel consequence* of ecosai
[injustice under which the overeMssi
majority of his fellow citizena h*¡ »

suffer.

More Profound
Than Tolstoi.
From bis :'h he 'reca-r.e s'"

believer in th" Meal snd «aha*
truths of the religion of Chri.«t.sr.«we
Tolstoi, but »01 A, more let^
than the r nf Krssa«
Polnaya. Ha -.-. in^ed ti***>

'of the union of the «".reek Orthodox««
Roman Catholic Thema«»*
pose of hia efi *at tsSß
that Christianr -on are Bet*
tradictory terr I,

BoIotíoITs pi tttss a#
well

:.¦.., and ha h ta a ^^ d**
sian P
The Identity of th« WorltW

fingió Sofia, the Wii bs of God, of« *

other words, the ides <.' S total and «*¦

crete revelation of the divine, had ft*
:h.- aarHeat tin ted the relic**3
consciousness of in people. Ts

oldef
¡the Divine Into and ^e ^ *

most attract«.'." .',r the Bs**"
:

'

:¦ ';>'

sacre :
- --.e GnHeeH**-

,... Emprt snd which **

the last Ml years has been held by to* ^

ridel Osmanli.
rthodox theolofJ*

pearatons '.¦ much is cert*
that there are rid of our»«*
100,000.000 »people, fi the highly*
ured Boyar to the illiterate re

still firmly believe that the Deity h«*
carnated it-elf in the (according te o*

oldest rihI purest fi m f the Ln'**T
irthodox. To b* .

rational interpreter of thil Id* **j
the world at larre wn« the .»:'*!ffj3
taak of the life of Vladimir Sergeiert^
Solovioff.

Telephone Brokers in
Japa n

In Japan, apparently, the mairi thflj
is not that the subscriber is cut °g "^a
or is not being connected quick f~¿
I ut that the instruments are hard
tain. .^,.

In 1918 the city of Kobe had le*»

plications for urgent telephone i»^
tions. Three hundred and

^ ¡*aj
granted by the Department oi Com» ^
tions. In If»Id 8,396 P^Ple *nt

applications; 700 were granted.
Why? There is no scarcity ¦* j_

ments. But the telephone I*0*" %
come a well eatsbliahed 'n»l|T",ai
Japan. He obuins licenses an ¦****

leases them to the highest bidd*»
M


